The Taming of the Shre% 

Petr. Sir here* the door e, this is Lncentioshonft, 

My Fathers bcares more toward che Market-place 
Thither ffiuft 1 and hccre I leaue you fir. 

Vin. You (hall not choofe but drinke before you go 
I thirkc I (lull command your welcome here; * * 

And by all likelihood fome cheere istoward. j r , 

Gnm. They’re bulk within, you were bed knockc lo*^. 

Pedant lookes out efth' window, 

Ped* What’s he that knocke* as he would beatc down*. A 
gate? ct * 

Vin. IsSignior Lucentio within fir ? 

Fed. He’s within lir, but not tobefpoken withall. 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two,, 
make mcrric withall. . 


Ped. Keepe your hundred pounds to your fclfe, he (hall need* 
none fo long as I hue. * 

Petr. Nay, I told you your fonnewas beloued in Padua : dot 
you hcarc fir, to leaue friuolous circumftance*,! pray you teliSig. 
nior Lttcentio that his Fathtr is comefrora /V*,aiidishccreactlK 
doore to fpeake with him. 

Ped . Thou lieft his Father iscome from Padm^ and here look* 
=®g out of the window. 

Vin. Art thou his Father? 

Ped. 1 fir, fo his mother fay es if 1 may bclecue her. 

P?tr. Why how now Gentleman: why this is fiat knaucrie 
cotakevpon you an other mans name. 

Pedvt. Lay hands on the villaine,Ibeleeucameanesto cozca 
fome bodicinchisCicie vndermy countenance. 

Enter Biond lie. 

Bion. I haue feene them in the Church together, God fend 
them good fli pping : buc who isheere Pmmcold Maftcr Vincentm 
now we are vndone and Drought to nothing. 

Vtn. Come hither crackhempe* 

Bion. I hope 1 may choofcSir. 

Vtn. Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot met? 

Btond. Forgotyou, no fir: 1 could not forget you, for I ntucf 
faw you before in all my life. 

Vine. What, you notorius villainc, cidft then oeuer fee thy 
Miftris father, Vincemio j 


Eton. 


The Taming of the Shre^l 

Bion. Whatmy worlhipfull old mafier ?yes marriefirfee 
Where he lookes out of the window. 

} r \ in. Iftfo indeede. He (states Biondello. 

Bion. Hc!pc,helpe,helpe,hcre’samadm 2 n will murder ebc. 
Pedan. Help, fonne, hclpeSignior Baptifta. 

‘Pet. Freebee .Kate let’s (land atsde and fee the end of this 
eootrouerfie. 

Enter Pedant with /truants, Baptifta, Tranio. 

Tra. Sir what an you chit offer to beatc my feruant ? 

Vine. What am 1 fir: nay what are you fir : oh immorcall.Gcds: 
oh fine vil'aine , a filken doubled,, a veluet hofe.a Icarlct doa k 
and a c ipatainc har :oh 1 am vndone, I am vndonctwhilc 1 plase 
the good hurband at home, my fonne and my feruant fpend all 
actiievxiiuerfiue. 

T. ra. How now what’s the matter .? 

Bap t. What is the man iunaucke? 

Tra. Sir, you feeme afober ancient Gentleman by your habie 
but your words (hew you amad man : why fir, what cerncs it you, 
ill weare Pearle and gold: I thar.kc my good father, I am able 
tomaintaine it. 

Vin. Thy father : oh villainc, he is a Sails maker in Berime. 
Bap. You Miffake fir, you miftakc fir , praie what do you chink 
is his name? 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not his name: I haue broughe 
im vp euer fince he was three yeercsold,and his name is Tronic. 
Ped. Awaie, away mad life, his name is Lttcentio, and he is 
mine onelie fonne and beire to the lands of me figoior Vincentio . 

Vin. Lttcentio , oh he hath murdred his Mafier ; lay hold on 
him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh my fonne, my fonne: 
tell me thou villaine, where is my fonne Lttcentio .? 

_ Vra. Call forth an officer: Carrie this mad knauctothclaile* 
*athcr Baptifta, 1 charge you fee that he be forth comming. 

Vine. Carrie race to the Iaile ? 

9 re ' State officer, he (hall not goto prifon. 

Bap. Tolke not Clgniot Gremio : 1 fay he fhallgoc to prifon. 

r ^ kc ! 1C , cde % nior Bapttfia, left you be conicatcht <n 
this bofineffe : l dare fweare this is the right Vincentio. 

” Swcaseif thou dar’ft, 

. t ? ikre\ 
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